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Pert by name, pert by nature. This is Barbara, or to 
give her her full name, Barbara Pert. A very popular 
girl in foggy London town. Barbara is not a fnll time 
model, but I don't think it would be difficult to take a 
guess at her real occupation. She certainly wouldn’t get 
far on "What’s My Line." Barbara is a barmaid, she works 
in one of London’s famous “pubs" or what you would 
call a bar, with a difference. And we can assure you that 
she is very popular among her customers, as she will 
be among the readers of this magazine. The particular 
“pub" that Barbara works in is situated in Chelsea which, 
as most people know is associated with the art center of 
London. So it is not surprising to find Barbara working 
part-time as a model. Many artists stop in at Barbara’s 
bar for an evening pint. Some are famous, some not even 
known, even unheard of, but to them Barbara is always 
the epitome of cheerfulness. Someone who is always 
ready to listen to their tales of woe. 

“They're a pretty good crowd,” said Barbara. "They 
very seldom get out of hand, and it’s a rare occasion 
when one of our regulars gets drunk." 

We went on to ask Barbara how she found time to fit 
in modeling with her job at the “pub" since the “pub" 
is open seven days a week. Being used to London life we 
were not particularly surprised at the answer which was 
really very obvious. 

“Well, you know the ‘pub’ is only open during the week 
from 10:30 A.M. in the morning until 3:00 P.M. and from 
5:30 P.M. until 10:30 P.M. and on Sundays we are only 
open from 12:00 noon until 2:00 P.M. and from 7:00 P.M. 
until 10:00 P.M., so you can see that it gives me a few 
hours every afternoon to do modeling work." 

This must sound very strange to an American who is 
used to having bars open from the early hours of the 
morning to the early hours of the next morning, in fact 
almost twenty-four hours a day. 

Barbara does not have her own apartment as she lives 
in her own room in the “pub.” 















ADAM’S RIB 


by Robert Mahler ■ There were four blondes on the jury, six 
brunettes, and two redheads. A more eager and prejudiced collection of college girls would have 
been difficult to assemble ... if not utterly impossible. □ They sat in two lines of straight-back 
chairs at one end of the huge living room, shotguns and rifles on their laps, and waited for the trial 
to begin. □ “Your Honor,” I said. "What is the specific charge against my wife?” □ Elbe Connor, 
green eyes and oh,. . . about 125 pounds. I’d say . . . rested her chin on the gavel head. “What have 
you decided on. Madam Prosecutor?” she asked briskly. □ Donna Summers, a brunette with aggres¬ 
sive hormones, leaned forward, her fingertips on the table. “Violation of the Sherman Anti-Trust 
Act, Your Honor. Mrs. Spencer has an absolute monopoly. She’s threatening the continuation of the 
entire human race with her narrow-minded attitude. After all, now there are only seventeen of us 
left in the world. Fifteen women, one man, and Mr. Peabody.” □ Peabody sighed. “Believe me girls, 
I’d like to help, but I’m seventy-eight.” □ “Besides the survival of mankind,” Donna continued, 
“there is something else we must consider.” She blushed slightly. “Our emotional health. We are all 
nubile.” □ Eleanor Knight's sky-blue eyes sparkled indignation. “Donna what a nasty thing to say. 
Our thoughts are perfectly normal and clean.” □ “Dear,” Ellie Connor said soothingly. “Nubile 
means marriageable.” □ Eleanor broke into a bright smile and sat down. “Well, we learn something 

(turn to next page) 








every day, don’t we?’ 

“Looking around this room,” 
my wife Lynda said stiffly, “I see 
no particularly good reason why 
the human race should continue. 
The results obviously haven’t 
been good so far.” 

“That is an anti-social atti¬ 
tude,” Donna said. “Probably en¬ 
gendered by emotional insecur¬ 
ity.” 

“If the human race remains in 
business,” Lynda said heatedly, 
“I personally will be the only one 
responsible.” 

“My dear Mrs. Spencer,” Ellis 
Connor said. “Suppose you have 
all girls? Or all boys? Or even 
if there are some of each, don’t 
you realize the possible conse¬ 
quences? You’ve heard of the 
Jukes, haven’t you? Inbreeding 
emphasizes the bad character¬ 
istics as well as the good.” 

“This is my husband,” Lynda 
declared emphatically. “And 
what’s more he’s going to re¬ 
main my husband alone.” 

“Dear,” I said. “Don’t excite 
yourself.” 

“I’d like to point out,” my wife 
said evenly, “that every member 
of the jury is under age.” 

Evie Forest, langorous-limbed, 
got up. “I wouldn’t say that Mrs. 
Spencer. Why, in the part of the 
country where I come from 
we’re sometimes as young as 
fourteen when we first...” she 
stopped. “Oh, you mean for jury 
duty?” 

Ellie Connor had a slow smile. 
“Would you just as soon waive 
a jury trial, Mrs. Spencer, and 
let me weigh the evidence and 
deliver a verdict?” 

The idea definitely did not ap¬ 
peal to Lynda. “I’d also like to 
point out that you’re no judge,” 
she said. “Just an instructor in 
a girl’s college.” 

“Assistant Professor,” Ellie 


corrected. “The trial will begin.” 

“I demand a different judge 
and jury,” Lynda snapped. 

“Honey,” I pointed out. “All 
the people in the world are in 
this room. There are no other 
judges or juries.” 

She glared at me. “You’re no 
big help. You just sit there with 
a smirk on your face.” 

“I have deliberately not been 
smirking,” I said defensively. 
“I’m merely being calm. One 
must keep a cool head at a time 
like this.” 

“Donna,” Ellie Connor said. 
“Present your case to the jury.” 

“Yes, Your Honor,” Donna 
took a position in front of the 
two rows of chairs. “Ladies of 
the jury, let me take you back 
to the afternoon of June the 
5th . . .” 

June the 5th had started as a 
normal warm Sunday. Lynda 
and I had taken an afternoon 
ride into the country and at two 
o’clock we had stopped at a small 
hillside town for some sand¬ 
wiches. 

And that was where we first 
saw Ellie Connor and her thir¬ 
teen chattering college girls. 

Lynda sipped her coffee and 
eavesdropped on their conversa¬ 
tion. “Thy’re college girls on 
some kind of excursion.” 

I nodded and tried my sand¬ 
wich. 

“They’re with their professor 
or instructor, or something like 
that,” Lynda said after a few 

I looked the girls over once 
again. “Where is he?” 

“It’s a she, dear. That older 
woman. Connor appears to be 
her name.” 

The older woman, as my wife 
put it, seemed to be in her late 
twenties. She had raven-black 
hair and she smiled faintly as 


our eyes caught for a moment. 

“We used to do things like 
that in college too,” Lynda said. 
“Visit pulp mills and factories 
and things like that. To broaden 
our viewpoint. And besides it 
was something to do on Sunday 
afternoons. There wasn’t a boys’ 
school within fifty miles.” 

The door of the restaurant 
opened and Mr. Peabody came 

He had thin gray hair and 
wore a uniform of sorts, rather 
old and faded, and a cap that 
reminded one of a railroad con¬ 
ductor’s. 

He came to our table and 
spoke to me. “Professor Con- 

“No,” I said. “She’s the one 
over there with the nice . .. with 
the nice striped dress.” 

He looked in her direction and 
then back at us. “You folks in 
the party too?” 

“No. Just passing through 

“Then you didn’t plan on see- 

’"“What'mine?” 

“The lead mine. We have a 
guided tour on Sunday after¬ 
noons when there’s no work 
going on. I’m the guide.” He 
glanced at the girls and winced 
slightly. 

Lynda smiled. “Do all those 
girls make you nervous?” 

“They shouldn’t, ma’am,” Pea¬ 
body said. “I’m almost eighty 
and on Social Security.” He 
looked at them uneasily. "Maybe 
it’s my imagination, but they 
seem to generate a lot of heat.” 

He sighed, “Are you sure you 
folks don’t want to join us? Only 
two bits a person. My bus is out¬ 
side and the mine’s only a mile 

Ellie Connor was definitely 
studying me. 





THE MAN ON THE OTHER SIDE 

You’ve found the time to sit and stare 
at beautiful women, some dark, some fair. 

But we’re sure that not a single mind 

has thought of the camera and the man behind. 

The man who sets the lights just right, 
who knows the angles that please your sight, 
who knows the lens he has to choose, 
what color filter he must use. 

The man who rushes round the globe 
burdened down with his heavy load 
of cameras, floods and film and plate. 

Till his love of the art near turns to hate 
But never the less he’ll still come through 
and make these shots for the likes of you. 

So the very next time you take a look 
spare a thought for this poor shnook 
The PHOTOGRAPHER 
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“OK ... Men—take a bust—Er—I mean BREAK!" 





THE BEAUTIES OF 



It has often been said that it takes a Parisian girl to radiate real sex appeal. We are not trying to prove 
or disprove that statement, just to illustrate the subject and let you make up your own mind, we have 
whipped up an armful of Parisian pixies designed to delight the eye as Parisian pastry delights the palate. 


ANNETTE AUBREY proves a 
girl can have freckles and gla¬ 
mour too. She has just completed 
her first film, and dared the make- 







LISETTE PARMA an exotic 
beauty with an exotic job. Lisette 
blends perfumes in a shop on the 
Champs Eiysees. Perfumed from 
top to toe, she measures 37-24-36. 




DORE ORLANDO is a French 
Canadian movie starlet with an 
international look. She is often 
mistaken for Italian, South 
American, or Eurasian. It is be¬ 
cause of this look that she is 
given an opportunity to play 
many different roles. 



DENICE PALFI has that pixie 
like quality so typical of the 
French femme. A tiny five feet 
tall, Denice measures in at 35-22- 
34. Her long brunette tresses give 
her that “baby doll” look. 
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RENE FRANCE works at the in¬ 
ternationally famous Folies-Ber- 
gere. Usually wearing not much 
more than she is here. 


SIMONE LONGET looks the 
essence of French glamour in 
Brigitte Bardot like corset. Si¬ 
mone has doubled for many fa¬ 
mous stars, but hopes soon to fill 
the movie screens with her own 
curvy image. 


JACQUIE DORLEAC, a smould¬ 
ering dark eyed beauty, destined 
to play the other women in every 
film she has appeared in. A mere 
nineteen Jacquie has vamped her 
way through some six films. 







French television producers have 
decided that VERONIQUE VER- 
TEL is the typical French house¬ 
wife type. She is busy earning a 
fabulous amount of money dem¬ 
onstrating products on TV. Ve- 
ronique also has appeared in 
films. In France the movie houses 
show about an hour of commer¬ 
cials with their films, and she is 
rapidly becoming the queen of 
the commercial cinema. 
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LILI MOREAU is a lingerie mod¬ 
el in a top Paris department store. 
Lili has just started her photo¬ 
graphic modeling career, her 
burning ambition is to appear on 
a magazine cover. We think that 
with her smouldering good looks 
that should be no problem. 

20 year old ANNICK AIMEE has 
appeared in six films, since she 
began her career two years ago. 
Every film was a box office hit, 
producers now are all clamouring 
for Annick’s services, she is a 
good luck charm as well as a good 





ADAM’S RIB 

(Continued from page 18 ) 
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WASH AWAY THE BLUES 



roll all night. Right fellas? 
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MEETS A 


SPRING 

ROBIN 


Once upon a wintry morn, 
I gazed through my window, 
And looked at my lawn. 
A spector there 
I thought I did see. 
But this apparition 
Stared right back at me. 
My hand to my eye 
To rub away the sleep, 
Did halt its swift motion 
In the midst of its sweep. 
If this be a dream, 
Why wipe it away? 
Keep looking, 

From sleep never stray. 
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“THE DINNER 
AT MY PLACE 

PLOY” 


Satire by David Hurst 


GREETINGS: We address ourselves only to those nobles in earnest quest of the loftiest 
of game, the elusive feminine bonne-bouche. To all others we say, “Begone, and search 
for thy pleasures in more terraqueous and less fascinating pursuits.” 

We herewith offer you a delightfully detailed, gallantly and eminently conceived blueprint 
for a romantically profitable social evening. Nothing, ne’er one whit nor detail, has been 
spared to raise your S.Q. (Seduction Quotient). 

We offer fair warning that meticulous and mindfull heed to each detail of the instruction 
hereinafter set forth is imperative. If you feel an irresistable urge to experiment, make sub¬ 
tle changes, or, perhaps, test your own ingenuity, feel free to do so. Remember, however, 
that “tried and true can score for you.” Hewing to the ‘line,’ if you will allow us our little 
pun, should lead any worthy to an evening that culminates in an exuberant fruitation. 

Women being what they are, (we would be the last to change them) there is no absolute 
guarantee. Please rest assured, however, that no touch, no subtle nuance, no sly suggestion 
shall be overlooked in our efforts to enhance the male animal’s chances for lavish success in 
his efforts to overcome the abysmal languor of the ille feme sole. 

At the conclusion of the text you will find a complete appendix listing, in detail, all of the 
necessary equipment for completion of the ploy. Every facet of this ploy, including recipes, 
has been pre-tested, with delightful results, by our acceptance committee. The only varia¬ 
tions that might be necessary are to be found in the section dealing with alcoholic liba¬ 
tions. These, we feel, you are the best judge of. The changes should be made to meet the 
requirements of your guests. 

Prepare for an exciting experience. Students of “ploymanship,” rejoice! You are the avant- 
garde of a new generation of males, all of whom will sport an enlightened id. 
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“THE DINNER AT MY PLACE, PLOY” SUCCESS POTENTIAL: ' ' ' ' 

SEDUCTION QUOTIENT: ^ ‘ RATING: 

ACTION APPROACH: 

1. Carefully select the ployee. Establish that she is available for dating on a subsequent Friday or 
Saturday evening. (If all goes as planned, you won’t want to be rising early the following morning.) 
You must then establish that she would, if asked, be willing to grace you with her company on one 
of these evenings. 

2. Here is your opening gambit: “I’m having some very interesting people up for dinner Friday 
evening. Would you like to start our evening at my place?” (Here, you are assuring her that she will 
not be alone with you. This is the “safety in numbers” ployagory. You also say “start” the evening 
at your apartment. You neglect to add, however, that it is also your intention to end it there. This 
type of conditioning is eminently successful in making strong women weak.) 

Don’t wait for an answer. She is weighing the chances of a better offer coming along in the intermit. 
You must immediately titilate her imagination. Continue: “Cooking is a hobby with me. I’m making 
Coq au Vin.” Offhandishly add, “It’s probably my best dish. I’ve actually been mentioned in one of 
the Paris newspapers." (Voila! A man who can cook. Might be fun!) 

You are inspired. “Hey! There’s an idea. I’ll have Noel LaDeux, he writes for France-Amerique, up 
that evening, too. He’s the one who wrote the item about the Coq. I haven’t seen the old lover in 
months. You’ll love him.” (A French newspaperman. How dashing can one get? Even it you are 
a disappointment, perhaps she can make some headway with the Frenchman. Naturally, you do not 
tell her that there is no Frenchman. On the evening of your date, explain that an assignment kept poor 
Noel away. “Perhaps another time, Oui?”) 

Now is the time for bravery. Don’t ask for confirmation. Give her your address and tell her that she 
is expected at about eight. If she is still concerned, forget her. She’s a dolt and doesn’t deserve you. 

ACTION BADINAGE : 

1. Invite a close and trusted friend to squire one of his more broadminded ladies to dinner on the 
evening in question. In return for his dinner, he must learn a group of “timely quotes”, which he will 
offer at stipulated times during the evening. The quotes must be repeated verbatim. It might be well 
if you prepared a list for him so that there is no chance of a miscue. You will find these “timely 
quotes” and their proper sequence as you read on. 

ACTION CLAIRVOYANT-. 

1. Three or four days prior to your date, pick up an inexpensive gift. A bottle of perfume is ideal. 
Mail it to the ployee, care of yourself. (By mailing it to yourself, you can save it for a more fruitful 
wench if this one fails to rise to your expectations.) 

2. Note on the outside wrapper of the gift that it is not to be opened until 11:00 P.M. of the night 
of your dinner. 

3. Insert a card with the gift. This phrase is ideal: “I so fervently hoped that you would be as you 
are . . . for this is how you seemed to be. Thank you so much for being you . . . and for being here . . . 
and for being mine, tonight.” This says nothing at all, but she’ll be so overwhelmed by your fore- 
thoughtfullness that she’ll read wonderful things into your words. 

4. Sign your note with the numbers 3-3-6. She will, upon receiving the gift, pester you to decipher 
the signature. The correct moment is hereinafter indicated. Actually, it’s rather simple. 3-3-6 indi¬ 
cates the individual numerals that go to make up the number of letters in the words, “You are lovely”, 
However, the touch of mystery will pay off. A ployee must always pay for her curiosity. 
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ACTION DINNER : 


1. On the evening preceding your dinner, consult Appendix “A”. 
Purchase all of the items indicated, eliminating, of course, any 
part of the list that you might already have in your larder. With 
out considering liquor, the entire list should come to approxi¬ 
mately $15.00. A small price indeed for so happy a venture. 

2. Follow instructions contained in Appendix “B” 

3. The evening has arrived. Dress in a smart sport shirt, slacks 
and loafers. (Laced shoes will cause unsightly and time consum¬ 
ing bending when you have cause to remove them.) 

4. Be sure that your abode whispers the sweet truth of your 
immaculate nature. “Clean quarters . . . clean thoughts.” An air 
refresher should be used to allay kitchen odors. 

5. Place the albums in Group “A”, Appendix “C”, on your 
record changer. 

6. Set out pots, bowls and spices that you will use preparing 
dinner. You will find a list in Appendix “D”. It should now be 
between 6:30 and 7:00 P.M. 

7. Follow instructions in Appendix “E”. 

8. Upon arrival of guests, serve first round of Martinis. If 
ployee counters with, “I don’t drink Martinis,” the answer is, 
“but you’ve never tasted my Martinis, try just one.” She’d drink 
castor oil before she’d be a poor enough guest to refuse. In mixing 
drinks, use frozen gin or vodka that you have prepared according 
to Appendix “B”. Since the alcohol in these cubes has a much 
higher melting point than the water, you are on your way toward 
the king of dry martinis. An appropriate affectation is to add 
your vermouth with an eye dropper. It is fashionable to make 
a nine to one, or “pucker dry” Martini. Naturally, your frozen 
potion will then delightfully cube the original ratio. The drinks 
will not be dry, they will be arrid. 

9. After you’ve poured, leave for the kitchen to prepare dinner. 
Now is the time for your carefully coached friend to use Quote 
#1. All quotes are directed to the ployee. “You don’t know the 
impression that you’ve made on this guy. I’ve never seen him as 
excited about a date before.” The ployee now feels both “wanted” 
and “special”. She is also among friends. “After all, didn’t your 
friend let her in on the carefully hidden fact that you had been 
relishing her company?” 

10. Join the group twice more as you prepare dinner. Freshen 
their drinks. Don’t push more than three cocktails. They won’t 
need it. We’ve planned for the more effective surreptitious satura¬ 
tion. Every dish with the exception of the peas and coffee use 
some form of alcohol in their preparation. 
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After a lunch of potato chips and root beer, sparked with mountains of 
cotton candy, topped with four jelly apples ... No, no, it can’t be . . . 
290 pounds? 

Peggy adds a touch of modern beauty to the antique automobile show. 
Peggy is set a whirling by the whip. 

She enjoyed a ride on the miniature train. Peggy increased business 
everywhere. She seemed to enjoy the audience, and wasn’t a bit self- 
conscious. 

At Central Park’s carrousel Peggy rode a pink horse. 



Lovely Peggy Evans, has had eighteen wonderful years to develop 
as attractive a grouping of attributes as any we’ve seen in many a pul¬ 
chritudinous moon. This delightfully effervescent lass arrived in New 
York a short time ago from Cleveland, Ohio, to try to make her break 
in the hard cruel world of show business. Peggy’s talents were dis¬ 
covered early, at school, where she starred in every school production 
from Peter Pan to Romeo and Juliet. Her ultimate aim? Movies, natu¬ 
rally. We don't see how she can miss. She acts ... but who cares? She 
sings ... so what? She has a flair for comedy ... not interested. Look 
at that face and that ab-so-lute-ly wonderful form fatale. Casting people, 
unless you’re dead . . . you just have to test this beauty. r During a 
preliminary interview with Peggy our staff discovered she had not yet 
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seen the sights of New York. This resulted in Peggy and the staff seeing 
more of Manhattan than most Manhattanites ever will. ' Peggy’s day 
began with a trip to Central Park with a ride on the carrousel, where 
she rode a pink horse. Then on to the zoo where the camera caught 
her as she mimicked the monkeys, growled back at the lions and 
garumphed at the bears. Thence, across the George Washington Bridge 
to gay colorful, Palisades Park. Here Peggy had a ball, and it was dif¬ 
ficult to keep up with this vivacious beauty as she flitted about from 
one spot to the other. After a lunch of potato chips and root beer, to 
say nothing of the mountains of cotton candy and four jelly apples, 
we wended our way home, the bridge looking very like a huge diamond 
necklace. However, it did not out-glitter the beauty that is Peggy Evans. 
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‘Oh, Doris it means so much to me to see you getting interested in something besides men!" 
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by Trevor Sands • Normally the life of an insurance investigator is really a dull one, it very seldom 
comes up to the heights that are portrayed in movies, television and novels and I should know for 
I have been engaged in this particular type of work for nearly nine years. Maybe I should introduce 
myself, my name is Jack Brant and as I said I work for an insurance company as an investigator, 
working on fire and theft. It is a general run of the mill job, house to house calls, questions, searches, 
making up reports and in general making sure that my company is not paying out any false claims. 
The job itself pays reasonably well. Well enough in fact for me to have saved enough money in 
the last couple of years to take a vacation in Europe. I found, much to my plasure that Europe was 
as fascinating and colorful as I had seen in films. I spent some time in Rome, Monte Carlo, Venice, 
Paris, Brussels, Le Havre and finally ended up in London where I was to spend the last ten days 
of my vacation before flying back to New York. I can tell you that by this time I was a little tired of 
traveling, although the excitement of the trip was keeping me buoyed up. I looked forward to the 
quiet and serenity that I had heard was to be found anywhere in England, but I soon found that 
this did not necessarily apply to London, which of all the cities I visited in Europe was the most 
like New York. • I arrived in London in the early part of May and checked into a hotel in London’s 
famous West End. My first couple of days were spent, naturally, exploring the historical sights, 



monuments, museums, in fact seeing all the usual tourist sights. Then I decided to really find out 
what made London tick; what was behind the scenes that the average tourist did not look for. 
So I ventured out of the center of London and into the suburbs. Much to my surprise I found them 
rather like the New York suburbs. Quiet homes, streets and streets of them, beautiful gardens which 
were now coming into full bloom, and, above all, the thing that struck me was the cleanliness of these 
suburban streets. I went into one of the ‘locals’, no not a union but the common name used for the 
local public house or bar. Over a drink of strong, though rather warm, English beer I was chat¬ 
ting with the landlord, the usual type of conversation, “How do you like England?” “What do you 
think of it?" and so on. Then he said something to me which I didn’t understand, he said, “Are you 
looking forward to the Whitsun’ Holiday.” • “Whitsun’,’! said, and vaguely my memory was jogged 
that Whitsun’ was indeed an old religious holiday although not kept in the States it is still kept in 
Europe. I asked him what this would all mean. • “Oh,” he said “It’s just an extra day on the week¬ 
end, Monday being a Bank Holiday and usually people get out and about and there is an atmos¬ 
phere of rejoicing, although the religious part of it hasbeen forgotten for quite some time.” • This, 
to me, sounded rather interesting so I asked him where I could find the best of the local color. • 
“Well,” he said, “why don’t you try Hempstead Heath?” • Hempstead Heath, I thought. I’d heard of 









The beauty and the bar fly 

Most women hate to frequent bars on their own. The reasons are obvious, and we don’t blame 
them. But Joy Leslie our cute Hollywood model thinks that if you know how to handle yourself 
there should be no trouble. We asked her to clarify this and she did as follows: laying down cer¬ 
tain rules which must be adhered to. 
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This routine, Joy assures us. has never failed her. “Of course,” she said, “if he’s a real hunk of man 
you can always reverse the rules. / Living in Hollywood Joy has really had to work hard to get 
to the top of the modeling profession. For many years she had to work part time in a drive-in 
restaurant to supplement her earnings as a model. It was during this period that she learned how 
to handle the wolves, as she put it herself, it was invaluable experience. / “Why is it,” she asked us 
“that once a fella knows you’re a model he thinks he’s on to a good thing? We’re no different from 
other girls. Oh, they make me sick at times.” This fact is unfortunately true but we couldn’t come 
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up with an answer. The same thing happens with show girls. Luckily most girls expect this and 
like Joy are usually two steps ahead of the game. That’s why you fellows have such a tough time of 
it. / Look at it from our point of view if you fellas don’t treat the models with respect they’ll stop 
modeling, then we won’t be able to take any more photographs and you’ll have nothing to feast 
your eyes on. So stop cutting your own throats, eh fellas. 
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"See here Miss Schultz, aren’t you putting the cart before the horse?” 























it means, but to an Englishman it means a night at the greyhound 
track. Last time we were in that quaint country we decided to have 
a crack at it and that is where we met our model Della Fox. Della 
wasn’t a spectator, she is a kennel maid and her job is to look after 
the greyhounds; exercise them and parade them before the race. 

among 
the 

hounds 
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Attendance figures vary with 
t a big meet. Of course there 
greyhound or whippet. From 
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all this information, we gathered that dog racing is more than just popular, it is more like an institution. 
How did Della Fox, a part time model, ever get into such a business? We asked her this very question. 
It would appear that a few years back her father bought a dog with which he had some success. Then 
he bought two more. Della was getting used to having these skinny monsters around the house and got 
quite attached to them so it isn’t strange that when her father was taken sick she carried on with his train¬ 
ing program. She rather liked the work and soon became a familiar sight at the track. When her father 
regained his health it wasn’t difficult for her to obtain employment as a regular 'kennel maid’ at the 
track itself. The working hours we are pleased to say are such that she still has time for her first love, 
modeling. That is how we managed to get in these shots. The big question we have in our minds 

and we don’t doubt that you have the 
same is, what are the spectators at the 
track looking at during the pre-race pa¬ 
rade, the greyhound or Della Fox? 

□ 








